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time that my Father planned and founded a Club to
which he gave the name of "The Lunch," It met every
Thursday evening, I think at the house of Abigail Jones,
a colored cook, famous at that day, who kept the Del-
monico's of that date, Most of the prominent men of
ability and character in New York belonged to the club,
which also, through its members, invited strangers of dis-
tinction. Conversation was the object; I do not think
there was any card-playing, The evening closed with a
good supper, one of the members being caterer every
Thursday, while Abigail Jones carried out the pro-
gramme to perfection in the way of cooking. Your Grand-
father, when caterer, wore a gilt key at his buttonhole.
He was very social in his tastes and habits, and full of
spirited conversation, and delighted in these Lunch meet-
ings. Officers of the Army and Navy, the prominent
Clergy, Lawyers, Physicians, Merchants, etc,, etc,, be-
longed to the Club, Bishop Hobart was a frequent guest.
During that winter our Uncle Thomas' health failed;
he removed to New York, and my Grandfather and
Aunts passed the winter in town also. They rented a
house belonging to Mrs, White, the mother of Mrs.
Munro, near the Battery, in the lower part of Broadway,
then the fashionable part of the town. My Uncle died
of consumption, leaving a young widow and a baby son.
In the following spring we moved to Beach Street,
near Greenwich Street, to a house belonging to our
Mother's cousin Henry Floyd Jones of Fort Neck. He
and my father were very intimate. Several years before
her marriage your Grandmother came near losing her life
from this cousin's carelessness; he was staying at Heath-
cote Hill, and taking up a gun—there were always sev-
eral in the gun-rack in the hall-—he aimed it at his cousin

